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Both arms behind his neck he bound.                                    4,290
The bakers bustled here and there,
Each one intent on his affair.
Giving the captive little heed.
Then God, Who aids His people's need,
The fetters from his hands removes.
He lies upon a pile of loaves:
The servants drowse and watch the street.
While he eats all that he can eat
And puts a loaf beneath his arm
While a chair hides him safe from harm.                             4,300
Contented with the circumstance
He lay and waited for his chance,
Then, fleeing, to the host repaired
And told his friends how he had fared,
And with them, who were well-nigh dead
With hunger, freely shared the bread
That he had brought with him. For brief
Time this afforded them relief.
Though they were helped by the repast,
Their satisfaction could not last.                                            4,310
Now is their kck of sustenance,
Their want and hunger, so intense
That much they did vituperate
The marquis who had caused this state.
SOME  DENY THEIR  FAITH
Most direful sufferings were felt
By those who in our army dwelt,
And no one ever could recount
How high the misery could mount
That our companions had been made
To suffer during this crusade.                                             4,320
Hear now the ruin and the damage
Of men whom God made in His image:
How great was wretchedness to make